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V 


DEWEY   H.   HUFFINE,  13   years    a   tobacco   auctioneer, 
knows  tobacco  from  A  to  Z.  He  says:  "I've  seen  what  to- 
bacco Luckies  buy,  and  so  I've  smoked  them  ever  since  1917." 
Sworn  records  show  that,  among  independent  tobacco 
experts  like  Mr.  Hufiine,  Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclu- 
sive smokers  as  have  all  other  cigarettes  put  together. 

Only  Lucky  Strike  gives  you  the  finest  tobacco  plus  the 
throat  protection  of  the  "Toasting"  process  which  takes 
out  certain  harsh  irritants  found  in  all  tobacco. 


"-^^^^U       /. 
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Departing  Banter 

THEY  say  that  sentimenl-ali+y 
should  not  creep  into  an 
editorial.  Ah,  but  the  school 
year  is  closing.  Seniors  are  step- 
ping into  THA  T  new  life. 
Campus  romances  are  bound 
to  stagnate,  quieta  non  movere, 
for  three  months.  The  student 
intellect  will  continue  its  quies- 
cence for  a  few  more  months. 
We  of  the  PARROT  will  have 
to  pass  the  torch,  or  whatever 
it  is,  to  that  valiant  staff  coming 
to  the  post  for  next  year.  There 
is  something  in  this  crowning 
scene  which  calls  for  sentimen- 
tality. 

The  seniors,  bless  their  edu- 
cated souls,  now  have  the  pain- 
ful task  of  quitting  this  gay  life 
and  going  to  work.  Gone  are 
the  happy  days  'neath  the  ole 
Northwestern  sky.  From  now  on 
out  they  must  lay  awake  nights 
planning  how  to  earn  money. 
A    few    million    other    people, 

(Continued    on    page    4) 
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Just  Twenty. . .  but  0.  G! 


What  charm! 
What  freshness! 
And  just  twenty! 
Twenty  Old  Golds  . . , 
No  more,  no  less 
Than  you  get 
In  any  other 
Regular-size  pack  of 
Cigarettes. 
But  O.G! .  .  . 
What  a  difference 
Youll  find 
In  O.Gs! 

What  a  difference 
In  the  rich 
Full  flavor 
And  fragrance 
Of  their 

Prize  crop  tobaccos! 
What  a  difference 
In  their  benevolent 
Mildness  that  comes 
From  long  extra  aging 
And  mellowing 
In  oaken  casks! 
What  a  difference 
In  Old  Gold's 
Guaranteed  fresh  n  ess. 
The  result  of  a 
Stale-proof  package 
Wrapped  in 
Double  Cellophane 
Double-sealed ! 
Do  you  wonder. 
That  every  day 
More  wise  smokers 
Marry  Old  Golds? 


CIGARETTES 


ninRfASUReoFTHeMAa         W  S' 


Every  pack  wrapped 
in  two  jackets  of 
^       Cellophane; 
the  OUTER  i^cket 

opens  from 
\     the  BOTTOM 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Gold's  HoUywood  Screenscoopa,  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night,  Columbia  Network,  Coast-to-Coast 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  .  .  .  Smoke   Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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Editorial 

(Continued   from    page    I) 

more  experienced,  will  be  lying 
awake  planning  how  to  take  it  away 
from  them.  From  muscular  hero  to 
salesman,  from  beau+y  queen  to 
oblivion,  and  from  hand  to  mouth. 
Never  mind  now,  you  just  go  out 
and  tear  'em  apart. 

You'll  go  wherever  it  is  you're  go- 
ing and  we'll  go  wherever  it  is  we're 
going  and  in  any  case  that  campus 
romance  will  simmer  down.  We'll 
spend  the  next  few  months  looking 
over  so-and-so  to  see  how  he  or  she 
has  changed  during  this  past  year  at 
school.  We'll  probably  take  another 
look  at  so-and-so,  put  our  tongue  in 
our  cheek,  and  next  year  it  will  have 
to  be  a  new  romance. 

What's  -  her  -  name     is     going     to 


Europe  and  will  tell  us  about  it  later. 
A  few  professors  will  write  still  an- 
other text  book  for  their  classes — for- 
give them.  The  navy  boys  will  get 
seasick  off  the  coast  of  Havana. 

As  we  depart  for  where  it  is  we  are 
going,  we  leave  behind  many  activi- 
ties that  we  will  resume  again  next 
year.  Our  Parrot  posts  we  leave  for- 
ever. We  have  had  our  fun,  our 
worries,  and  the  bubble  bath  episode. 
The  incoming  staff  will  have  as  much 
fun,  as  many  worries,  and  we  hope 
they  will  have  a  fine  publication. 
They  will  have  a  hard  time  pleasing 
everyone,  and  will  wonder  why  stu- 
dents prefer  Parisian  humor  to  Evans- 
tonian  humor.  Chuck  Barber  will  build 
a  few  more  snow  piles  in  front  of 
Deering  and  the  Parrot  subscriptions 
will   soar   to   a    new   and    lofty   goal. 


We  can  see  it  now.  "When  these  piles 
have  melted  you  will  have  passed  by 
your  chance  to  subscribe  to  the  Par- 
rot." In  the  spring  they  will  shovel 
away  the  remaining  snow,  but  the 
Parrot  will  have  many  new  subscrib- 
ers. Mr.  Barber  is  a  good  business 
man. 

In  departing  we  can  but  wish  the 
new  staff  the  best  of  luck.  Our  col- 
lege life  Is  your  subject;  our  maga- 
zine Is  your  medium.   Now  go  to  it! 

Sex  Is  the  thing  that  puts  writing 
on  a  paying  basis  and  makes  psychol- 
ogy professors  respectable. 

The  real  unraveling  at  the  end  of 
a  mystery  picture  isn't  done  by  the 
sleuth  in  the  picture.  It's  done  by  the 
couples  in  the  back  row. 


There  IS  a  Difference  in 

JPRINTIJVG  PLATES 


Douthitt  System  of  dia- 
phragm control  assures  ab- 
solute uniformity  in  halftone 


>      1 1  -etching    by    the 
'I     I   t  r  iftsman  assures 
t  iithtul    reproduction    of 
'iiginal  copy. 


livery  mounted  plate  regis- 
ters uniform  in  height  and 
allows  for  minimum  amount 
of  makeready. 


The  modern  efficiency  of  mechanical  devices  contributes  but  does 
not  assure  perfection  in  the  production  of  fine  printing  plates.  That 
extra  something  that  symbolizes  the  standard  of  Jahn  and  Oilier 
photo-engravings  is  the  better  QUALITY  definitely  determined  by 
the  judgment  of  carefully  trained  craftsmen.  UNIFORMITY  in 
every  step  in  the  proper  development  of  an  exceptionally  fine 
halftone  is  the  hall-mark  of  which  we  are  justly  proud.  Many 
things  are  taken  for  granted  when  a  product  bears  a  famous  name, 
but  we  have  a  particular  pride  in  the  Jahn  and  Oilier  method  of 
production.  No  halftones  are  made  with  more  scientific  skill  or 
under  more  exacting  requirements.  The  dot  formation  is  perfectly 
etched  to  assure  a  full  measure  of  printing  value.  The  contour  of 
every  halftone  is  controlled  so  that  it  is  not  too  high,  too  low,  or 
too  shallow  or  that  it  will  not  make  too  gray  or  too  black  an 
impression.  They  are  MADE  RIGHT  TO  PRINT  RIGHT.  That  is 
one  reason  why  many  printers  actually  recommend  our  plates. 
Now,  as  always,  when  you  purchase  Jahn  and  Oilier  halftones  you 
can  be  sure  of  printing  plates  that  are  finer — plates  that  print  better. 

We   are   prepared   to   prove    this   difference    which 
means  extra  value  to  the  buyer  of  photo-engravings. 

Jahn  &  Oilier  Engraving  Co. 

ARTISTS,  PHOTOGRAPHERS  AND  PHOTO-ENGRAVERS 

817  W.  Washington  Blvd.  Chicago,  Illinois 

Telephone  MONroe  7080 
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The  Seeing 
Eye 


By  BOB  PARRISH 


Ending  Up 

A  SSUMING  Polly  pulls  a  fast  one 
X\  and  makes  her  final  appear- 
§  \ance  on  schedule,  this  issue 
will  be  greeted  by  a  throng  of  happy 
souls  who  are  about  to  shake  off  the 
rennnants  of  the  year's  educational 
ordeal  and  slip  into  the  happy  ob- 
livion of  intellectual  nonentity. 

We  shan't  be  among  them. 

We  shall  be  in  a  niche  at  Peering 
or  curled  up  under  a  sun  dial  wait- 
ing for  our  sins  to  find  us  out. 

They  will. 

We  have  been  going  our  merry 
way  ignoring  worthy  criticism  and 
advice  with  great  glee  and  dipping 
our  pen  freely  into  the  seamy  side 
of   Northwestern    life. 

It  was  we  who  exposed  the  fact 
that  the  Freshman  conference  (and 
almost  every  conference)  is  held  at 
Lake  Geneva. 

It  was  we  who  disclosed  that  Stan 
Frankel  writes  a  column  in  the  Daily 
called    "Frankel-y   Speaking." 

It  was  we  who  discovered  Lake 
Michigan  and  through  astronomical 
observations  calculated  its  position 
relative  to  Northwestern  (and  then 
fell  in). 

We  admit  these  things  without 
boasting  and  without  apology.  We 
are  not  afraid  of  our  inexorable  fate. 


While  Seniors  are  sweating  in 
ceremonial  robes  and  the  ungodly 
things  they  put  on  their  heads  and 
while  Freshmen  are  panting  their  last 
post-examination  breaths,  we  shall 
be  drifting  into  the  never-never  land. 

So  pardon  us  as  we  feed  Polly  a 
wafer  of  strychnine  while  you  go — 
wherever  you're  going. 

God 

Greek  week  is  past  and  it's  just  as 
well. 

The  sacrificial  fires  have  burned 
low.  They've  completely  burned  out, 
so  far  as  that  goes. 

The  May  queens  and  would-be 
May  queens  have  gone  the  way  of 
all  queens  and  would-be  queens,  and 
the  singers  are  no  doubt  well  on 
their  way  to  where  all  singers  should, 
and  probably  do  go — permanently. 

Honors  have  been  given  with 
abandon,  if  not  with  reason,  and 
committees  have  been  commltteed 
and  boards  done  whatever  good 
boards  are  supposed  to  do  and  no 
one  seems  to  have  any  regrets  about 
anything.      God   knows  we   don't. 


If  the  annual  Hellenic  debacle  had 
any  claim  for  distinction  it  lay  in 
the  little  masque,  pageant,  spect- 
acle, what  have  you  that  acted  as  a 
prelude  to  the  May  festivities.  We're 
a  little  vague  about  the  pajama  races 
and  other  traditional  events  that  fig- 


ured in  the  affair.  Maybe  we  were 
just  looking  into  the  fires  or  maybe 
we  weren't  there.  Anyway,  it  was 
the  climax  of  the  pagan  rites  that 
stirred  us  from  our  lethargy.  It  was 
when  the  gods  came  up  from  the  sea. 

Now  perhaps  we  don't  have  all  of 
this  straight,  because  things  like  this 
have  a  pretty  shattering  effect  on 
our  morale.  What  we  do  remember 
very  clearly  was  the  spectacular  ap- 
pearance of  Poseidon,  who  emerged 
from  the  bowels  of  the  deep.  The 
fact  that  he  was  being  dragged  be- 
hind a  canoe  paddled  by  Fred  Van- 
zo  may  sound  a  little  incongruous,  but 
take  our  word  for  it  that  at  the  time 
it  seemed  quite  in  keeping  with 
things. 

As  the  mighty  god  neared  the 
shore,  his  resemblance  to  Jim  Dela- 
ney  grew  rather  startling.  But  that 
wasn't  half  as  startling  as  the  per- 
formance of  the  god  himself.  It  was 
positively  electrifying.  He  was  Pos- 
eidon all  right — Poseidon  in  his  death 
throes.  In  fact  by  the  time  he  reach- 
ed shore,  he  appeared  quite  dead. 

We  rushed  over  to  him.  We  were 
very  enthusiastic.  "That  was  a  won- 
derful job"  we  said.  "It  was  simply 
unearthly.  How  did  you  do  it?" 

The  King  of  the  Sea  pulled  himself 
together  and  gasped  the  all  but  in- 
audible (and  really  quite  unneces- 
sary) payoff. 

"I  can't  swim!"  he  said. 


s.s. 

We  know  that  insidious  influences 
persist  in  filtering  through  the  chaste 
campus  air,  but  it  did  give  us  a  little 
shock  to  see  such  a  thing  publicly 
disseminated. 

Probably  we  should  ignore  it  at 
this  late  date  and  let  bygones  be  by- 
gones and  forget  and  forgive  and 
withdraw  into  our  little  corner  to  play 
with  cliches  to  our  heart's  content. 
We'll  admit  that  we're  just  muck- 
racking,  but  it's  the  crusader  in  us 
and  we're  going  to  bring  the  whole 
sordid  affair  into  the  open. 

There  really  isn't  much  to  say. 
Actually,  everyone  has  noticed  things 
of  this  sort  on  campus  and  not  wor- 
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ried  too  much  about  it.  It  was  com- 
ing right  out  with  it  that  scandalized 
us.  The  signs  were  posted  every- 
where— even  in  U.  H.  They  said 
simply: 

SWEATER  SWAY 

at  Evanston  Country  Club 

—Bids  $1.50 

Hell,  what  they  need  are  real  pro- 
moters. Bids  for  such  an  affair  would 
be  cheap  at  any  price. 

Tabloid 

Many  people  were  startled  no  end 
by  a  last  month's  issue  of  the  Daily 
Times. 

Of  course,  the  Times  is  that  kind 
of  a  sheet  to  begin  with,  but  its 
brand  of  sensationalism  is  generally 
accepted  on  campus  as  rather  tame 
stuff  (and  it  is).  So  it  wasn't  the  front 
page  caption,  which  blazoned  in  the 
best  tabloid  manner— KIDNAP  NE- 
GRO'S RICH  WHITE  BRIDE— PARK 
AVE.  GIRL  SEIZED  HERE— that  gave 
pause  to  more  than  one  alleged  N. 
U.  student.    It  was  the  two  large  cuts 


accompanying  the  headline.  The  pic- 
tures were  of  a  mournful  looking  ne- 
gro and  a  pretty  girl  in  a  bathing 
suit.  What  proved  something  of  a 
shock  was  the  unmistakable  resem- 
blance of  the  girl  in  the  bathing  suit 
to  Dorothy  Wheeler,  Kappa  Alpha 
Theta. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  picture 
WAS  of  Dorothy  Wheeler.  It  turned 
out,  though,  that  she  wasn't  a  white 
bride  at  all.  A  too  inconspicuous 
line  under  the  cut  cleared  that  up  by 
explaining  that  Dorothy  was  just  a 
Syllabus  queen. 

The  trouble  was  that  most  people 
didn't  see  the  line  under  the  photo. 


Fan 

We're  glad  that  Peace  Week  is 
over.  Things  like  this  are  always 
something  of  an  ordeal  for  us.  All 
of  those  people  running  around 
campus  wearing  peace  badges  dis- 
turbed us.  We  wanted  to  dash  about 
screaming,  "Hurrah  for  Franco! 
Thank  God  for  Mussolini!  Heil  Hit- 
ler!" We  didn't  though.  Instead,  we 
bought  a  peace  badge. 

Of  course  we  attended  the  mass 
meeting  at  Patten  and  heard  Nor- 
man Thomas  and  Paul  Douglas  and 
who  not.  It  was  pretty  bloody.  But 
we're  not  too  sorry  we  went  for  that 
was  where  we  met  a  chap  whose 
memory  will  probably  haunt  us  for 
some  time. 

It  was  after  the  Thomas-Douglas 
debate   that   we   first  saw   him.     He 


was  one  of  the  little  throng  which 
had  gathered  around  Norman 
Thomas  to  shoot  all  sorts  of  inane 
questions    (some    people    just    never 


.^j^^^''\\\\\\ 


get  their  money's  worth).  He  wasn't 
asking  questions,  though.  He  was 
just  standing  and  looking  at  the 
famed      socialist     leader     and     you 

(Continued  on   page  35] 
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LIGHT 
HEADED 


by 


MARGERY  WILDING 


SHE  had  always  wanted  to  do 
H,  but  had  never  before  quite 
managed  the  necessary  cour- 
age. She  knew  Geoffrey  loathed 
blonde  hair  although  they  had  never 
discussed  it.  Dear  Geoffrey!  One 
rather  hated  to  go  against  the 
wishes  of  one's  husband.  But  it  was 
done,  and  she  liked  it,  and  the  maid 
iiked  it,  and  Geoffrey  himself  would 
be  home  in  less  than  half  an  hour. 

She  looked  at  her  reflection  in 
the  mirror,  studying  it  as  only  a 
woman  can.  The  newly  blonde  hair 
glittered  to  an  almost  coppery  sheen 
as  a  bar  of  afternoon  sunlight 
stretched  across  it.  She  smiled  slowly, 
and  the  Mona  Davis  in  the  mirror 
smiled  slowly  too.  How  much  young- 
er it  made  her  look!  Her  dark  eyes 
and  lashes  looked  unusual  and  exotic 
in  contrast  with  the  bright  yellow 
head.  Surely  she  was  not  the  same 
woman! 

She  turned  to  her  closet  and  select- 
ed a  severe  black  dress  she  had 
never   worn    before.     She    put   it   on 


and  looked  at  herself  iingeringiy  In 
the  mirror  again.  The  darkness  of 
the  gown  made  her  hair  glitter  like 
a  heap  of  unexpected  gold. 

She  hummed  a  gay  little  tune  as 
she  rouged  and  powdered  her  face. 
She  could  picture  Geoffrey  coming 
in  and  gazing  at  her  in  surprise  and 
admiration. 

"Why,  Mona!  You're  Beautiful! 
Your  hair  .  .  ." 

She  picked  up  the  two  rhinestone 
bracelets  he  had  given  her  and 
slipped  them  over  her  wrist.  The 
clock  on  the  dresser  said  five-thirty. 
She  went  down  to  the  living  room. 
Geoffrey  would  be  home  any  min- 
ute now.  She  smiled  to  herself.  How 
nice  that  Geoffrey  was  never  late. 
How  nice,  in  fact,  that  Geoffrey  was 
Geoffrey.  The  perfect  husband,  her 
friends  said.    She  smiled  again. 

Ah,  that  would  be  Geoffrey  open- 
ing the  front  door.  She  hurried  over 
to  the  fireplace  and  stood  in  front 
of  it  with  her  back  to  the  door.  Then 
she  gave  one  last  reassuring   pat  to 


her  hair  and   raised   her  eyes  to  the 
portrait  that  hung  over  the  fireplace. 

She  heard  him  coming  down  the 
hallway.  He  had  stopped  at  the 
door.  He  must  be  just  standing 
there.  For  God's  sake  why  didn't 
he  say  something?  A  sort  of  panic 
seized  her.  What  if  he  didn't  like 
it? 

She  heard  him  take  one  startled 
step  forward. 

"Claire!  he  cried,  "What  on  earth 
are  you  doing  here?  Don't  you  know 
my  wife  will  be — " 

He  stopped  suddenly  and  crossed 
the  room  and  turned  her  around 
with  his  big,  fumbling  hands.  There 
was  a  horrible  moment  of  silence 
and  then  her  shoulders  began  to 
shake  and  the  careful  make-up  was 
smearing  with  tears  as  she  raised 
her  face. 

"Why  it's  Mona!"  he  said.  Then 
he  turned  away,  realizing. 

— And  she  wished  as  much  as  he 
did  that  she   hadn't  done   it. 
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SPRING  SPORTS 


Wi 


ITH  the  warmer  weather  the 
baseball  team  seems  to  be 
thawing  out  from  the  frigid 
defeats  suffered  earlier  in  the  season 
and  are  now  warming  up  several  vic- 
tories. To  date  the  Wheaton,  Lake 
Forest,  and  Notre  Dame  nines  have 
fallen  before  the  Wildcats'  new  hit- 
ting power.  Coach  Ingwersen  has 
tried  many  replacements  In  order  to 
find  the  combination  that  clicks,  and 
it  would  now  appear  that  this  problem 
is  settled. 

The  blame  of  any  defeat  is  often 
attributed  to  the  pitcher,  and  so  due 
credit  must  be  given  to  the  mound 
man  when  he  turns  in  a  victory. 
Harry  "Slippery"  Skidmore  Is  the 
pitcher  who  deserves  considerable 
praise  for  his  impressive  showing 
against  the  Notre  Dame  nine.  Harry 
has  been  throwing  the  ball  well  down 
the  old  groove  all  season  but  reached 
his  peak  In  this  fourteen  Inning  mara- 
thon against  the  Irish.  He  worked 
best  under  pressure  and  had  no  oc- 
casion to  duck  after  a  pitched  ball. 

Another  man  who  had  been  play- 
ing a  fine  brand  of  ball  is  Captain 
Lymper.  In  the  Lake  Forest  game 
Timpy  drove  in  two  runs  but  in  run- 
ning the  bases  twisted  his  knee,  and 
has  been  kept  on  the  sidelines  with 
crutches  for  a  few  weeks.  During 
Timpy's  absence  Harry  Brookby 
stepped  in  and  showed  his  uncanny 
ability  to  "get  wood  on  the  ball" 
and  drive  hits  out  into  deep  field. 
With  this  batting  ability  Brookby  is  a 
headache   to    any  opponent. 

At  the  keystone  sack  and  doing 
very  nicely  is  Fred  Shinkevich,  who 
landed  his  position  in  his  first  year. 
Fred  is  not  only  a  capable  fielder 
but  a  dangerous  hitter  as  well  .  .  . 
to  which  Notre  Dame  will  attest  after 
that  3-3  tie  in  the  fourteenth  inning. 

Shortstop  position  is  being  scrap- 
ped   over    by    Simko,    Melchior,    and 


by  ARNIE  TAYLOR 

Roush.  With  this  trio  all  blasting  fo- 
the  same  post,  there  are  no  worries 
over  the  position  by  the  staff.  Any 
man  plays  a  better  brand  of  ball 
when  he  is  being  pushed  from  be- 
neath. 

Moving  outward  to  what  Is  laugh- 
ingly called,  "the  garden,"  we  come 
upon  the  left-field  patroller,  Bob 
Sampson,  who  Is  classed  by  many 
cbservers   as  the  team's  outstanding 


performer.  Always  a  steadying  in- 
fluence by  dint  of  his  easy  and  cer- 
valn  fielding  and  timely  hitting,  he  Is 
the  worry  of  every  pitcher  but  his 
own. 

Shoestring  catches  and  power  at 
the  plate  are  the  specialties  of  Jack 
Woy,  the  center  fielder.  Left  field 
is  being  coveted  by  a  trio  of  capable 
competitors;  Al  Lustig,  Chuck  Strick- 
!In    and    Paul    Werd.     All     are    such 

(Continued   on   page  29) 


I  don't  know  why  I'm  telling  you  all  this 
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THE  MAN 

IN  THE 

BLUE 

SEDAN 

by 
WILLIAM  B.  QUEENS 


THE  cashier's  cry  of  "Stop  that 
man,"  brought  Officer  Mulcahey 
around  the  corner  just  In  time  to 
see  a  car  pull  away  hurriedly  from 
in  front  of  the  restaurant. 

He  shook  the  cashier  by  the 
shoulder.  "That  it?"  he  asked,  point- 
ing to  the  rapidly  vanishing  auto- 
mobile. 

The  cashier  gulped  and  nodded. 

Mulcahey  looked  around  quickly. 
"Hey  you,"  he  shouted  to  a  cab- 
driver  who  was  watching  the  pro- 
ceedings with  interest,  "follow  that 
car." 

"The  blue  one?" 

"Right,"  said  the  policeman,  hop- 
ping onto  the  taxi's  running  board, 
"never  mind  that  red  light.  Bud. 
Step  on  it." 

Just  before  the  elevated  station 
corner,  the  cab  pushed  the  blue 
sedan  to  the  curb. 

"A' right,  a'right,"  said  Officer 
Mulcahey  to  its  driver,  "get  outa 
that  car." 

A  young  man  stepped  out  of  the 
automobile.  "Now  what's  the  mat- 
ter?" he  asked   plaintively. 

"You're  askin'  me,"  said  Mulcahey, 


running  his  hand  over  the  young  man's 
pockets,  "now  drive  me  back  to  the 
White  Eagle  restaurant  and  no  funny 
business." 

"But  .  .  .,"  said  the  young  man, 
looking  at  the  policeman's  gun,  "Oh, 
all  right." 

He  drove  back  to  the  restaurant. 

"Here's  your  man,"  said  Officer 
Mulcahey  to  the  cashier.  "What'd 
he  do?" 

The  cashier  flushed  and  seemed 
slightly  embarrassed.  "I'm  sorry  to 
have  caused  so  much  trouble,  officer. 
You  didn't  give  me  time  to  say  any- 
thing. This  man  forgot  the  change 
from  a  five  dollar  bill.  See,  here  it 
is." 

"You're  right,"  said  the  young 
man,  holding  out  his  hand  for  the 
change,  "imagine  that.  I  was  in  a 
hurry  and  forgot  all  about  it." 

"Just  a  minute,  chum,"  said  Offi- 
cer Mulcahey.  "Lemme  see  that  fin. 
Uh  huh.  Maybe  you  got  something 
here  after  ail,  mister.  This  here  five 
is  a   phony." 

"Listen  here,"  said  the  young  man. 

"O.K.,  Bud,"  said  Mulcahey,  "I'm 
listening.  Maybe  you  can  tell  me 
where  you  got  it." 


"Well,  as  long  as  you  Insist,  Mr. 
Policeman,  I  will  tell  you  where  I  got 
It.  I  received  It  in  change  from  a 
$15  fine  in  one  of  your  confounded 
traffic  courts  and  I  was  doing  only 
thirty  at  that.  Go  ahead.  Call  up 
the  South  Street  court.  I  was  there 
about  an   hour  ago." 

Officer  Mulcahey  picked  up  the 
telephone.  "Hey,"  he  said  to  the 
clerk  of  the  court,  "did  you  just  give 
a  young  guy  with  a  blue  sedan  five 
dollars  change  for  not  doin'  over 
thirty?    O.   K." 

Mulcahey  turned  to  the  young 
man.  "A'right,  Bud.  I  guess  that 
lets  you  out." 

"I  guess  so,"  said  the  young  man, 
"and  nuts  to  you.  If  I  may  say  so." 

The  cashier  tapped  the  policeman 
gently  on  the  shoulder.  "What  I 
would  like  to  know,"  he  said  in  a 
pacifying  tone,  "is  who  gets  stuck 
with  this  phony  five?" 

Officer  Mulcahey  waved  his  hands 
in  the  air.  He  took  off  his  hat.  He 
sat  down  at  the  counter. 

"Oh  hell,"  said  OfRcer  Mulcahey. 
"Gimme  a  cup  of  cofFee." 
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SUMMER  THEATER 


BY  WALTER  KERR 


AS  SOON  as  they  can  get  the 
#  \  beach  umbrellas  up  and  the 
/  \lawn  dusted  off,  the  Univer- 
sity Theater  will  be  in  the  mood  to 
sell  subscription  books  for  the  sum- 
mer season  again.  Once  these  are  in 
the  hands  of  from  nine  to  twelve 
hundred  people  who  aren't  satisfied 
unless  they  are  indulging  in  warm 
weather  drama  (if  you  don't  have  a 
season  book  in  the  summer  time  you 
loll  in  the  aisles  or  hang  from  non- 
existent chandeliers),  there  is  nothing 
for  the  Speech  people  to  do  but  pro- 
duce enough  shows  to  use  up  the 
ticket  stubs. 

To  this  end,  a  program  of  six  maj- 
or productions,  five  studio  shows,  and 
five  lectures  has  been  devised,  with 
performances  six  nights  weekly  from 
June  29  to  August  6.  Actually,  the 
students  and  staff  involved  in  this 
Dyonisian  deluge  will  have  little  time 
for  umbrella  philosophizing  and  pa- 
rading along  piers.  Hourly  schedules 
have  been  arranged  whereby  one 
show  is  torn  apart  (it  is  hoped  with- 
out the  assistance  of  the  audience) 
and  another  furtively  steals  in  from 
the  loading  platform  without  so  much 
as  giving  the  light  board  or  the  fly 
galleries  a  thirty-second  respite.  The 
construction  crew  will  work  without 
supper  from  four  till  seven  of  an  eve- 
ning, the  performers  will  work  with- 
out sympathy  from  seven  till  eleven, 
and  the  light  crew  will  work  without 
sleep  from  eleven  till  finished.  There 
is  a  period  along  about  dawn  which 
is  still  available  for  company  teas, 
peace  lectures,  and  sightseeing  tours. 

Meanwhile,  at  a  nearby  studio  the- 
ater, something  similar  will  be  going 
on  on  a  smaller  scale,  and  it  is  also 
rumored  that  a  few  classes  may  be 
taught  here  and  there. 

Professor  Hubert  C.  Heffner, 
chairman  of  the  newly  formed  board 
of  directors  for  the  University  The- 
atre, is  in  the  process  of  luring  cer- 
tain distinguished  theater  people 
here  for  a   summer  visit,   largely   by 


means  of  lakeshore  photographs  and 
incidental  pocket  money.  Robert  Ed- 
mond  Jones,  whose  designing  has 
vacillated  between  John  Barrymore's 
"H  a  m  I  e  t"  and  Eugene  O'Neill's 
"Mourning  Becomes  Electra"  for  the 
stage,  and  "La  Cucuracha"  and  Mir- 
iams Hopkins'  "Becky  Sharp"  for  the 
films  will  keep  company  with  a  prom- 
inent New  York  critic  in  a  series  of 
lectures  here.  Two  guest  directors 
will  augment  the  University  Theatre 
staff.  Edward  Revaux,  who  keeps  the 
Tuscon  Little  Theatre  in  Arizona  sol- 
vent, will  stage  a  modern  comedy 
and  Lawrence  Carra,  whose  M.  A. 
thesis  from  Yale  turned  into  CBS 
"Commedia  dell'  Arte"  script  for  the 
Great  Plays  Series  which  happen  to 
be  reminding  America  at  the  present 


time  that  there  was  drama  before 
Disney,  may  revive  Shakespeare's 
"Winter's  Tale"  on  the  University 
Theatre's  recently  constructed  Eliza- 
bethan stage. 

Old  Chris  will  continue  to  be  diffi- 
cult about  the  sea  when  "Anna 
Christie"  returns  as  the  first  show  of 
the  summer.  "Hannele"  will  hitch- 
hike heavenwards  the  following  week, 
"Seven  Little  Rebels"  will  turn  up 
with  the  positive  guarantee  that 
there  will  be  no  seven  Shirley  Tem- 
ples in  the  cast,  and  "No  More 
Peace"  will  take  on  an  even  more 
satirical  bent  when  it  appears,  con- 
temporary European  dictators  having 
been  considerably  more  accommo- 
dating in  providing  materials  since  its 
original  presentation  in  February. 
Ernst  Toller  is  deeply  grateful. 

If  there's  anything  else  you  want 
to  know,  I  shall  be  under  one  of  the 
umbrellas,  drinking  nature,  Evanston 
being  what  it  is. 
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A'HOLLIDAY"  IN  HOLLYWOOD  -  - 

^^     A  ^^^^f^fff    ri   Ik  I  ^Y  Betty  Holliday  and  Melvin  Moore 


Winners  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT  Fashion  Treasure  Hunt 
sponsored  with  the  co-operation  of  Carson  Pirie  Scott  & 
Co.,  and  Transcontinental  and  Western  Air,  Inc. 


W^^  ALIFORNIA,  here  we  come!" 
m  was  our  theme  song  from  the 

^^^  time  we  won  the  fashion 
Treasure  Hunt  until  we  actually  land- 
ed in  Los  Angeles.  During  this  time 
It  was  impossible  to  sleep  and  as  a 
result  we  could  have  packed  all  our 
clothes  in  the  bags  under  our  eyes. 

Our  first  touch  of  the  publicity 
part  of  the  trip  came  when  our  pic- 
tures were  taken  at  the  Chicago  air- 
port. The  TWA  plane  took  off  at 
2:00  p.m.  Thursday,  May  19.  We 
soon  discovered  that  one  of  the  pas- 
sengers was  John  Trent,  ex-pilot,  and 
now  working  in  the  movies.  So  little 
Betty  unpacked  the  good  old  sex 
appeal  only  to  find  out  that  his  wife 
was  traveling  with  him!  But  anyway, 
he  was  swell  and  always  doing  little 
extra  things  for  us,  like  explaining 
radio  beams,  and  how  to  calculate 
drift,  wind  velocity,  ground  speed, 
and  things  like  that. 

After  we  left  Wichita  we  had  a 
dinner  and  oh  boy,  what  a  meal — 
Bouillon,  beefsteak,  mashed  potatoes, 
green  beans,  tomato  salad,  rolls,  cof- 
fee, peppermints — and  to  top  it  off, 
cigarettes  on  the  house.  It  began  to 
get  dark  after  Albuquerque  and  we 
gained  altitude  from  about  2,000  feet 
to  7,400.  We  curled  up  in  our  seats, 
covered  ourselves  with  TWA  blank- 
ets and  tried  to  sleep,  but  were  too 
excited. 

About  12:15  a.m.,  looking  out  the 
window  into  the  sky,  full  of  moon  and 
stars  I  could  see  the  Rockies  looming 
on  all  sides.  (Once  I  discovered 
when  I  glanced  out  the  other  side  of 
the  plane  that  one  mountain  was 
going  right  along  with  us — but  it 
later  turned  out  to  be  the  wing.) 


When  we  were  almost  there,  I 
looked  out  again  and  it  seemed  just 
like  we  were  flying  over  a  lumpy 
desert.  Then  we  started  losing  alti- 
tude and  went  right  down  through 
the  desert,  which  really  was  clouds. 
It  was  foggy  for  about  10  minutes 
and  then  we  burst  into  full  view  of 


all  the  light  of  Los  Angeles!  Oh,  it 
was  grand! 

We  went  right  to  our  headquarters, 
The  Townhouse,  to  catch  up  on  a 
few  winks  before  starting  our  adven- 
tures in  Hollywood.  The  Townhouse 
was  a  grand  place  to  stay,  the  rooms 

(Continued  on   Page  26) 


Lucky  winners  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT  Fashion  Treasure  Hunt,  Melvin  Moore 
and  Betty  Holliday  wave  good-bye  at  the  Chicago  airport  just  before  they 
board  the  TWA  plane. 
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Carson  PIrie  Scotf  &  Co. 


TALLY-HO!  Here  we  have  carried  out  a  faultless  British  style  of  the  British   Isle 
Tweeds  in  a  manner  that  is  in  full  accord  with  the  new  three-button  drape.  As 
English  in  style  origin  as  the  coats  themselves  are  the  covert  cloth  slacks  with 
their  soft  weatherproof  surface,  $12.50.  For  the  college  man  who  has  been  everywhere 
and  seen  everything,  and  qualifies  as  a  man  of  experience  there  is  nothing  better  than 
this  outfit  first  worn  200  years  ago  by  English  gentlemen  when  riding  to  the  hounds. 
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Florence  Sprafka      I 

*  One  of  the  beauty  queens  and  activity  girls,  Florence 
is  one  of  the  best  liked  personalities  on  campus.  Her 
wide  and  varied  interests  include  Shi-ai,  Alethenai, 
Waa-Mu,  and  Ralph  StouiTer. 


KSe 


Announcing 

the  Winners  of  the  First 

Annual  Purple  Parrot 

Photographic  Competition 

and  Salon 


John  Adams 
Bill  Bezark 
Hal  Davidson 
Albert  and   Richard 

Lassar 
William  Masoner 
Jannet  Mcllraith 
Mary  McSherry 

Kaye   Kalish 

Lane  Ladd 
Jayne  Miller 


James  Morgan 
Elsie  Smart 
Frank  Sosna 
Marianne  Springer 
John  Stock 
Norman  Stoll 
Charles  Tepper 
Ruth  Thunstrom 
George   Walierich 
Howard  Winter 


A  number  of  the  winning  pho+os 
are  shown  on  the  following  pages 


SNAPSHOT  DIVISION 


Vr 


THUNSTROM 


J*)  '"■^_-     ,^tV    :^J. 


1  . 


'.1  "Sl^^^^    \ 


MORGA  N 


M«  SHERR 


AMATEUR  DIVISION 


ONTEMPLATION 


STOCK 


tEFLECTlONS 


WAGON  WHEEL 


ICED 


MASOWER 


W  INT  E  R 


INTE  R  SECTION 


WALLERICH 


AMATEUR  DIVISION 


THE    OTHER    GUY 


TEPPER 


PARIS    ^Y  POSITI  ON    'J7 


STOLl 


RETOUCKI NG 


M?  ILLRAITF 


>4WJ»»1 


WftlGLEY   BIDG, 


ADAMS  DERAILED 


SPRINGEf 


CARSON  PIRIE 
SCOTT  &  CO 


SIncL  $7.95 
SLn-t     $6.95 


Jl  u  n        1   o 


s 


lor       V  f 


a  c  a  t  1  o  11 


T, 


m  e 


Mind  5;our  davs!  In  no  time  at  all  the  cram-sessions  will  he  over  and  vou'll  be  off  for  tke 
snore  or  tne  mountains.  Important  to  a  successful  season  is  a  complete  fun-to^  wardrobe 
— fashioned  for  freedom  and  flattery  in  the  ^avest  colors  im^inahle.  Because  your  life  will 
he  a  husy  one,  you  11  he  practical  and  choose  play-clothes  that  are  washahle — like  the  two  pic- 
tured here.  Shown  ahove — three-piece  horder  print  cotton  play  suit  in  sizes  12  to  20,  a  choice 
of  prints,  $6.95.  Play  shoes,  $2.95.  Below — mix  or  match  slacks  costume  of  Bahola  Spun 
Rayon.  Slacks;  hlue,  navy  or  pink,  $7.95.  bhirt;  pink,  pimento,  sky  hlue,  neon  blue,  $6.95. 
Sizes  12  to  20.    Play  shoes,  $2.95. 

Beach  shop.   Fourth  Floor 


The  International  Brotherhood  of     < 

Beta  Sigma 

Founded  at  Northwestern  University  on  May  1,  1936  j 


Three  Active  Chapters 

AN   HONORARY  FRATERNITY   PLUS 


CHARTER   MEMBERS 

ELECTED  1936 
Edward  Lewis  Barsumian 
Roger  Budrow 
Virgil  Baldwin  Day 
Jeremiah  Patrick  Flanigan 
Harry  Methias  Gousha 
Raymond  Wrath  Kotz 
Albert  Miehealis 
Frederick  S.  Niemann 


MEMBERS  ELECTED  1937 
Clayton  Anderson 
Falcon  0.  Baker,  Jr. 
Julian   Behrstock 
Robert  Bell  Blodgett 
John  Bronson  Gridley,  Jr 
William  C.  Heyn 
Paul  Luther  Kleppisch 
John  Kovatch 


MEMBERS  ELECTED  1938 
Harry  John  Fleer 
Ted  P.  Gianakopulos 
S.  Peter  Lambros 
Theodore  Peter  Lambros 
Ned  W.  Landis 
John  Norman  Ogilvie 
Beverly  Wyckliff  Pattishall 
William  Henry  Phillipson,  Jr 
William  Mason  Springer 
William  Lewis  Stivason 


All  members  to  this  organization  are  elected  by  a  necessarily  anonymous  committee 
on  the  basis  of  votes  cast  by  the  student  body  through  the  contest  editor  of  the  Purple 
Parrot.  Each  new  member  has  received  an  emblem  of  the  order,  pictured  above. 


Chesterfields  are  made  of 
mild  ripe  tobaccos  . . .  rolled  in 
pure  cigarette  paper . . .  the  best 
ingredients  a  cigarette  can  have 

For  You.., there's  MORE  PLEASURE 
in  Chesterfield's  milder  better  taste 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Carerrec  little  Venetian  iishini  hoats  ort  tne  coast  or  the  Lido — their  hright  col- 
ors ana  the  starneh,  seahorse  and  shining  sun  motirs  on  their  crisp  sails  |ave  in- 
spiration to  an  alert  lashion  scout,  bhe  whisKed  a  rleet  ol  miniature  models  across 
the  sea  to  an  American  designer  who  captured  their  charm  in  the  most  amusing 
run  clothes  we  ve  seen.  Bra^ozzo  rashions,  named  tor  the  little  hoats  themselves, 
are  onl^  at  Carson  s  in  Chica|o.  One-piece  hathing  suit  and  heach  coat  ensemble, 
$12.95;  teach  Da|,  $2.95;  heach  sandals,  $2.95;  heach  hat  with  print  fahric 
crown  and  straw  hrim,  $2.95.    Rust,   hluc,  ^reen.    Sizes  12  to  18. 


Beach  Shop,  Fourth  Floor 


Field  Trip  Season 


Mrs.    Ford,    Jackie    Stuch 
k   and    Nona    Benninghoven    J»- 
flop   in   their  tracks   after  a 
rugged  day  of  hill   climbing 
at  Turkey  Run. 


Photos  by  F«in,  Penhallegon  and  Helsman 


These  little  piggies  have 
really  been  to  market.  They 
are  going  to  have  the  hair 
singed  off  now. 


Ctiicago  campus  shots  by  Don  Kirkpatrick 


Clifford  of  Northwestern 
serves  against  Chicago  in 
tennis  tournament. 


When  the  faculty  of  Chicago  Campus 
decide  to  fight  it  out  with  bats  you  really  see 
some  slugging  (Note  ball). 


Evanston  campus   personalities  as  the  Ch 
cago  campus  sees  'em. 


Sam     Thorne 
rian,  looks  at  the  spec 
tacle  of  his  portly  co 
leagues     working      up 
charley     horses     .     .     . 
which   are   no  joke. 


s. 


One  of  the  Law  Scho 
profs  slams  out  a  migh' 
pop  fly.  (Again  we  call  yoi 
attention  to  the  ball,  th 
time  six  feet  behind  tl' 
batter.) 


No  page's  complete  witi 
out  a  bathing  beauty.  Th 
one  is  Rae  Solum  .  .  .  ar 
very  nice. 


Jorgenson  .of  the 
high  -  riding  Chicago 
tennis  team,  slams  one 
at  his  unfortunate  op- 
ponent. 


Photos   by    Penhallegon   and    Helsman 
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Ruth     Marcus,     Virginia  Anderson    and     Marian 

Mansfield    with    bouquets  at   sing.    Miss   Anderson 

was    named    May    Queen  from    a    field    of    lovely 
candidates. 


Two  Weeks 
Creek  and  Peace 


Greek  Week  opens  in  austere  dignity  as  the 
gods,  played  by  hairy-chested  north  campusites, 
land  from  Lake  Michigan. 


rtin    and    Philip    Maxwell 
sing,  are  seen  judgin'. 


cClure    drumming    up    the 


hotos   by   Penhallegon    and    Helsman 
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Sid  Jacobs  and   his  entourage  watch 
the  flag  during   Peace  Week  activities. 


Part  of  the  crowd;  some  peace  lovers, 
some  curious  onlookers,  soak  up  peace 
propaganda  on  the  campus  meadow  in 
bleachers  .  .  .  they  take  theirs  sitting 
down. 


Dick     Bernays    doing     a     little     spe 
binding  in  the  name  of  peace. 


Positively  the  Last  Page 


of  Beauties  This  Year 


Nancy  Powell's  smile 
doesn't  seem  to  affect  this 
indifferent  nag. 


Joy  Hawley  has  to  use  a 
tricycle  these  days  to  race 
back  and  forth  between  va- 
rious beauty  contests  .  .  . 
both  here  and  in  South  Chi- 
cago. 


Photos   and   layout   by   Paul   Helsman 


Jean  Arms  in  one  of  the 
oveliest  of  her  many  lovely 
moments. 


Virginia  Anderson  shows  how  to  be 
even  when  a  hair  or  two  is  out  of  place, 
doesn't  wear  that  watch  in  the  water. 


attractive 
hfope  she 


s   attractive. 


Dorothy  Erickson  displays  good  form  in  a  couple 
of  ways  in  this  intriguing  shot. 


i/l^^ 


You  Northwestern  brides-to-be;  you  coeds, 
thirty-five  of  you,  who  have  announced  your 
engagements:  I  have  a  grand  tip  for  you! 
Doubtless  you  are  completely  immersed  in 
plans  for  that  glorious  occasion — and  you've 
probably  been  worried  to  death  about  cer- 
tain details — color  schemes  in  the  wedding 
party,  catering  and  music,  engraving  forms — 
all  those  details  that  mean  the  complete  tri- 
umph and  success  of  your  wedding.  Well, 
I've  found  the  very  thing  to  solve  every  worry: 
a  complete  bride's  library — fashionwise  to  the 
last  flower  in  your  bridal  bouquet! 

— Edmona  Henderson,  Alpha  Phi. 

Bride's  Room,  Fourth  Floor 


.  .  .  everything  for  your  wedding  should  you  choose  to  fashion  it  on 
revered  (and  beautiful)  tradition,  or  romantic  continental  weddings: 
Paris  ( magazine  and  newspaper  I  clippings  so  every  bit  of  it  is  in 
pictures  for  you!  .  .  .  then  complete  accounts  of  many  lovely  weddings 
— a  regular  garden  of  ideas  for  you! 


...  all  your  problems  solved,  as  to  catering  and  music,  whether  for 
town  or  country  breakfast,  supper,  or  reception  .  .  .  and  then — best 
of  all — a  million  answers  to  the  question  of  "Where  to  go  on  your 
honeymoon" — and  a  collection  of  data  for  each  answer. 


.  .  .  forms,  correct  to  the  finest  de- 
gree of  discriminating  good  taste, 
for  engraving  invitations  and  an- 
nouncements .  .  . 


.  .  .  and  gloriously  new  ideas  for 
lovely  and  romantic  color  schemes  in 
your  wedding  party  and  floral  ar- 
rangements  .   .   . 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT 
&C0. 


PURPLE  PARROT 


GRADUATION,  1938 


A  "HOLLIDAY"  IN  HOLLYWOOD 
"MOORE"  FUN 

(Continued  from  Page    1  I) 


were  alnriost  like  movie  sets,  they 
were  so  beautiful.  Then,  too,  when 
I  got  in  my  room  (Betty,  speaking)  I 
found  a  dozen  peach  gladiolas, 
"Compliments  of  the  Management." 

The  first  thing  Friday  morning  we 
called  MGM  studios  and  they  were 
waiting  for  us.  We  asked  for  Mr. 
Strickling  who  is  head  of  publicity, 
but  as  he  wasn't  in  yet  we  arranged 
our  tour  with  Miss  De  Luca,  his  sec- 
retary, who  was  just  swell  and  will- 
ing to  do  anything  for  us.  Jerry  Berg- 
man took  us  around  the  lot  and  we 
saw  a  "lot"  (pun). 

We  started  to  see  "Too  Hot  to 
Handle"  with  Clark  Gable  and  Myr- 
na  Loy  but  they  weren't  on  the  set 
that  day,  so  we  went  into  the  sound 
set  next  door  and  saw  Melvin  Douglas 
and  Florence  Rice  shooting  "Fast 
Company."  Here  the  "still"  man  took 
our  pictures  with  Miss  Rice  who  is  ex- 
ceedingly attractive. 

Our  next  set  was  a  huge  one  in 
Madison  Square  Garden,  supposedly. 
This  was  a  fight  scene  for  "The  Crowd 
Roars."  On  this  set  we  saw  Robert 
Taylor,  Frank  Morgan,  Lionel  Stauder 
and  William  Gargan.  Mr.  Taylor 
didn't  use  any  make-up  and,  listen 
girls,  (Betty,  again)  he  is  much  better 
looking  than  on  the  screen  and  looks 
quite  a  bit  younger,  too.  He  is  ab- 
solutely no  "pretty  boy"  but  is  really 
a  "he-man"  with  a  swell  physique. 
Maybe  I'm  prejudiced  'cause  he 
smiled  at  me,  but  everybody  we 
talked  to  liked  him. 

We  walked  to  the  next  set  past 
the  "back  lot"  which  contains  most 
of  the  outdoor  sets.  Everything  from 
Egyptian  tombs  to  the  Streets  of 
Paris  was  there.  We  also  walked  past 
some  of  the  stars'  apartments  which 
were  mostly  all  modernistic.  Then 
we  went  into  a  sound  stage  and  saw 


"Love  Comes  to  Andy"  being  filmed. 
It  is  one  of  the  Judge  Hardy  series. 
Here  we  saw  Cecelia  Parker  and 
Lewis  Stone  go  through  a  scene  in 
the  living  room  where  she  writes  a 
letter.  Their  stand-ins  went  through 
the  scene  while  the  lights  were  ar- 
ranged, then  Miss  Parker  and  Mr. 
Stone  did  it.  Noah  Beery,  Jr.,  was 
waiting  to  take  Miss  Parker  to  lunch. 

Lunch  was  called  so  we  went  to 
the  commissary  and  ate  at  the 
"Camera"  table.  There  were  certain 
tables  for  directors,  cameramen,  etc. 
Here  we  saw  Victor  Fleming  who  di- 
rected "Test  Pilot,"  Leo  Carrielo, 
Mary   Howard,   Robert  Benchley. 

We  went  back  to  the  Hardy  set 
and  had  our  picture  taken  with  Lewis 
Stone  who  really  is  grand.  He 
showed  us  the  script  for  the  picture. 
Then  Mickey  Rooney  came  in  and 
we  had  our  picture  taken  with  him. 
We  talked  about  football  games  and 
Northwestern.  He  is  going  to  U.C. 
L.A.  next  year  and  has  been  pledged 
Beta.  He  asked  us  to  stick  around 
and  see  Judy  Garland  and  lana  Tur- 
ner, "two  swell  looking  gals,"  as 
Mickey  put  it,  but  we  had  to  run 
along. 

When  we  went  back  to  the  Pub- 
licity department,  Mr.  Strickling  had 
come  in  and  he  asked  us  if  we  would 
like  to  go  to  a  preview  that  night. 
We  said  sure.  He  said  it  wouldn't 
be  very  big,  but  it  only  turned  out  to 
be  "Three  Comrades."  So  we  went 
back  to  The  Townhouse  in  an  MGM 
special  car.  Then  it  came  back  for 
us  that  evening  and  took  us  out  to 
Westwood  which  is  a  little  village 
between  Brentwood  and  Beverly 
Hills.  We  passed  a  lot  of  well  known 
spots  of  Interest  on  the  way — the 
Ambassador,  two  Brown  Derby 
restaurants,  the  Victor  Hugo,  the 
Beverly-Wilshire,   the   Carthay-Circle 


theater,  etc.  "Judge  Hardy's  Chil- 
dren" was  the  picture  and  we  felt 
we  knew  everybody  on  the  screen. 
Then  "Three  Comrades"  was  shown 
and  everybody  clapped  for  the  di- 
rector's name  and  whenever  a  star 
made  his  first  appearance,  just  like 
at  a  play.  We  saw  a  lot  of  the  movie 
people  afterwards,  and  even  walked 
out  right  behind  Robert  Young  and 
his  wife. 

Saturday  we  went  out  to  U.C. L.A. 
campus.  Here  we  took  some  pictures 
and  went  in  the  library,  which  is 
somewhat  on  the  order  of  ours  in- 
side. We  talked  to  some  of  the  stu- 
dents and  found  out  that  there  are 
no  classes  on  Saturday.  They  think 
that  their  humor  magazine  isn't  so 
good  because  of  the  lack  of  humor. 
Their  pet  peeve  is  the  long  distance 
between  the  sorority  and  fraternity 
houses.  Ah  yes,  they  asked  us  who 
Walter  Dill  Scott  was. 

That  afternoon  I  (Betty)  took  a 
sight-seeing  tour  of  Los  Angeles.  I 
went  down  Sunset  Boulevard  to  Holly- 
wood and  passed  the  "Strip"  which 
is  a  lot  of  darling  white  shops  in  one 
section  of  Sunset,  the  Trodadero, 
Cafe  Lamaze,  Cock  'n'  Bull.  We 
passed  a  lot  of  stars'  homes  and  fin- 
ally came  to  Hollywood  Boulevard 
where  I  got  off  to  look  at  the  cement 
footprints  at  Grauman's  Chinese 
Theatre.  I  walked  past  Hollywood 
Hotel,  the  El  Capitan  Theater  (where 
the  MGM  "Good  News"  radio  shows 
originate),  and  finally  came  to 
Hollywood  and  Vine,  the  center  of  the 
famous  town.  Here  are  Sardis,  the 
Hollywood  Derby,  Columbia  Broad- 
casting Studios,  the  Knickerbocker 
Hotel,  the  "It"  Cafe  (Clara  Bow's) 
and  Al  Levy's  Tavern. 

And  Sunday — we  started  back  for 
Northwestern  and  finals.  Oh,  but  it 
was  fun!  Everybody  who  worked  with 
us  were  swell — Carson  Pirie  Scott  & 
Co.,  TWA,  The  Townhouse,  and 
MGM.  We'll  never  forget  that  we 
won  the  PURPLE  PARROT  Fashion 
Treasure  Hunt — it  was  so  much  funi 
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PAINTING  THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

With  BOB  KERSTING 

Dining,  Dancing 

PALMER  HOUSE  —  Eddy  Duchin 
continues  to  ably  hold  sway  here 
in  the  Empire  Room.  Watch  for 
his  new  vocalist — and  listen,  too. 
She's  Durelle  Alexander,  whom  we 
last  saw  in  New  York's  Rainbow 
Room  with  Ai  Donahue.  Veioz 
and  Yolanda  come  this  month  and 
they  will  be  followed  by  Guy 
Lombardo.  The  Stuart  Morgan 
Dancers  complete  the  current 
floor  show  with  their  interpreta- 
tion of  the  ballet,  "The  Moth  and 
the  Flame."  Minimum  runs  $3  per 
person  on  week  nights  and  $3.50 
on   Saturday. 

STEVENS  HOTEL— Marvin  Frederic 
and  his  University  of  Michigan  or- 
chestra are  playing  to  nice  crowds 
down  here  in  the  Continental 
Room  nightly.  Latest  description 
of  his  style — "silken  swing."  Watch 
Glover  and  La  Mae  teach  new 
routines  to  the  patrons  on  the 
floor.  You  also  may  be  the  lucky 
one  and  win  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne in  one  of  their  contests. 
Minimum  is  $2  at  all  times. 

DRAKE  HOTEL— Jimmy  Joy  and  his 
music  continue  to  make  it  easy  to 
"dance  with  joy"  in  the  Gold 
Coast  Room.  Edna  Sedgwick's 
taps  have  been  going  over  well. 
Sunday  afternoon  tea  dansants 
now  feature  student  talent.  Mini- 
mum is  $1.50  on  Sunday,  $3  on 
week  nights,  and  $3.50  on  Satur- 
day. 

BISMARCK  HOTEL— Eddie  Varzos 
and  his  gypsys  continue  to  please 
the  crowd  in  the  Walnut  Room. 
Lucio  Gacia  sings,  Manno  and 
Strafford  dance,  and  Jose  Bethan- 
court  marimbas  with  exceptional 
skill.  Watch  also  for  Marie  Kuhl- 
man,  ballet  and  interpretive  dan- 
seuse.  Minimum  is  $1  on  week 
nights  and  $2  on  Saturdays. 


Always  worth  stopping  for. 


The  use  of  chewing  gum  gives  your  mouth,  teerh  and 
gums  benelicial  exercise.  Beech-Nut  Oralgene  is  specially 
made  for  this  purpose.  It's  firmer,  "chewier".  .  .  helps 
keep  teeth  clean  and  fresh-looking. 
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Where 
do 
we 
go? 

• 

To  the 

VILLA 
DEMETRE 

1657  Sheridan  Road 

WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 

No  Man's  Land 

Between  Wilmette 
and  Kenilworth 


Where  delicious  barbe- 
cue chicken  and  other 
sandwiches  are  served. 
Will  I  meet  you  in  the 
beautiful  Spanish  Villa 
after  school,  the  dance 
or  the  theatre? 


DELICIOUS  FOODS 

AND 

PROMPT 

SERVICE 


Spots  Here  and  There 

Down  to  the  Chez  again  to  find 
our  favorite  find  of  the  year,  Rosa- 
lind Marquis,  the  very  bright  spot  in 
a  rather  mediocre  show  .  .  .  She 
warbled  a  while  with  Hal  Kemp — 
Remember?  .  .  .  Rosalind's  songs  are 
better  than  ever,  but  we  don't  go  for 
the  Yacht  Club  Boys  too  much  .  .  . 
Earl  Hoffman  has  a  nice  little  band 
at  the  Ivanhoe  .  .  .  The  last  two  times 
we  were  at  the  Edgewater,  Maestro 
Griff  Williams  featured  a  swing 
versus  classical  contest  with  his  band 
divided  .  .  .  Each  time  his  violins  won 
out  with  their  concert  arrangements 
of  popular  songs  .  .  .  Bob  Crosby 
playing  to  a  more  than  full  house 
at  his  Sunday  afternoon  "Bob-cat 
Club"  sessions  .  .  .  Spaghetti  is  an 
event  at  Adolph's  on  Rush  Street  .  .  . 
Get  him  going  on  Mussolini  some 
night — but  don't  get  him  excited  .  .  . 
Jimmy  Noone  and  his  Harlemites 
holding  sway  at  the  soulh  side's 
Swingland  .  .  .  The  floor  show  there 
is  a   miniature   musical  comedy   .  .   . 


Found  lots  of  studes  out  at  the  open- 
ing of  Husk  O'Hare's  ballroom  out 
on  Dempster  .  .  .  We  like  his  trans- 
parent piano  .  .  . 

Bits  About  Them 

The  inevitable  happened!  .  .  . 
Gene  Krupa,  Benny  Goodman's  ace 
drummer  left  the  band  .  .  .  Orchestra 
men's  explanations  hinge  around  the 
theme  that  Benny  had  no  patience 
with  the  ballyhoo  surrounding  Krupa's 
popularity,  that  he  genuinely  wanted 
the  public  to  appreciate  his  music 
and  hated  to  see  it  "fooled"  by 
tricky  stunts  .  .  .  There  was  no  pro- 
fessional jealousy  involved,  but  Gene 
found  it  hard  to  follow  Benny's  de- 
sires to  relax  and  play  as  a  member 
oi'  the  rhythm  section  and  not  as  a 
soloist  when  the  public  was  clamor- 
ing for  more  and  more  display  of 
technique  .  .  .  Krupa  now  is  leading 
his  own  band  .  .  .  Another  drummer 
to  branch  out  on  his  own  is  Skinny 
Ennis,  formerly  with  Hal  Kemp  .  .  . 
The  arrangement  is  a  little  different 


restige  «  The  Drake  is  world-famous  for  its  refined  atmos- 


phere and  superb  service.  Here  you  will  find  every  modern 
convenience  for  fine  living.  Overlooking  Lake  Michigan. 

A.  S.  Kirkeby,  Managing  Director 
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here  however,  as  Hal  has  financial 
in+eres+s  in  the  new  band  .  .  .  Skinny's 
on  the  air  from  California  now  using 
the  song  he  made  popular,  "Gof  a 
Date  With  an  Angel,"  as  his  theme 
.  .  .  Chicago's  colored  piano  genius, 
Art  latum,  is  now  playing  Ciro's  in 
London  at  five  hundred  dollars  a 
week  .  .  .  The  clash  between  radio 
stations  and  swing  bands  continues 
on  the  question  of  swinging  folk 
tunes  .  .  .  Tommy  Dorsey  got  cut  off 
the  air  the  other  night  by  station 
WJR  of  Detroit  for  swinging  "Loch 
Lomond"  .  .  . 


SPRING  SPORTS 

(Continued   fronn    page   8) 

equal  hitters  that  Coach  Ingwersen 
sees  triple  every  time  he  tries  to 
select  the  man  for  the  particular 
game. 

The  mighty  men  who  handle  all  of 
these  pegs  from  the  outfield  are 
Frank  Collins,  Merle  Keppen,  and 
Nick  Conteas.    Frank  and   Nick  have 


been  counselling  the  hurlers  in  the 
absence  of  Kep,  whose  broken  finger 
kept  him  out  for  much  of  the  season. 
So  well  has  the  pair  substituted  for 
Kep,  that  his  now-healed  finger  is 
working  overtime  in  an  attempt  to 
get  back  behind  the  plate  as  a  regu- 
lar once  more. 

Ingwersen  and  assistant  coach, 
Maury  Kent,  have  moulded  together 
an  Impressive  unit  and  with  more  re- 
serve power  should  have  gained 
many  more  victories  this  spring  than 
they  did.  The  pair  of  mentors  took 
new,  raw  material  and  whipped  it 
into  winning  stride  by  the  gradual 
but  certain  process.  It  has  been 
typically  a  team  that  started  slowly, 
picked  up  speed,  and  toward  the 
end  of  the  season  hit  top  form  .  .  . 
which  is  the  perfect  sequence  of 
progress  for  any  team  In  any  sport. 

Brunette:  I'm  Mr.  Jones'  wife! 
Blonde:  I'm  Mr.  Jones  secretary. 
Brunette:  (icily):  Oh,  were  you? 
—Red  Cat 


After  those  finals  or  as  a 
Graduation   treat   .   .   . 

Dance  to  the  romantic  music  of 
CARLOS  MOLINA 

and  his  Orchestra  featuring 
Vocalist  Margaret  Myers;  also 
Wendell  Phillips  with 

"THAT 
CERTAIN  FOUR" 


Noted  for 

its 

beauteous 

atmosphere, 

fine  food 

and  drink 


THE   BEST   PEOPLE  -  -  THE   BEST   CUISINE 


ONLY  THROUGH 
SLEEPER  PLANES 
TO  LOS  ANGELES 

TWA  Takes  Yon  Straight 
Through  to  Los  Angeles — 
With  No  Change  of  Planes 

Here's  News!  You  can  board 
the  TWA  Skysleeper  in  Chicago 
at  9:05  tonight.  Tomorrow  at 
7:56  a.  m.  you'll  be  in  Los 
Angeles  .  .  .  and  you  will  have 
flown  straight  through!  Sea- 
soned Chicago  air  travelers 
say,  "That's  the  kind  of  fine 
service  we've  come  to  expect 
of  TWA." 

Going  East?  Fly  TWA  non- 
stop from  Chicago  to  New 
York  in  3  hours  and  59  min- 
utes! 


FLY  HOME  OR 
TO  YOUR  VACATION 

Travel  costs  by  TWA  are  surpris- 
ingly low.  Flying  TWA,  your  meals 
are  free.  No  tips.  Special  10% 
savings  on  round  trips.  Air  travel 
gets  you  where  you  want  to  go  four 
times  faster!  Look  at  these  attrac- 
tive  low   trip-fares: 

NEW  YORK  CITY $  44.95 

PHILADELPHIA     40.15 

KANSAS  CITY  21.50 

LOS  ANGELES   105.00* 

SAN  FRANCISCO   105.00' 

''  You  can  visit  botJi  Los 
Angeles  and  San  Fran- 
cisco   at    the    same    fare. 


Phone  ST  Ate  2433 

Your  TWA  agent,  or  any  hotel, 
travel  bureau  or  telegraph  office 
for    reservations. 
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An  elderly  gen-j-leman  had  been  a 
patieni  in  the  Evanston  Hospital  for 
several  days.  During  this  time  the 
entire  medical  staff  had  been  center- 
ing its  attention  in  and  about  his  in- 
testinal tract.  The  poor  patient  be- 
came very  tired  of  it  all,  and  when 
his  nurse  entered  the  room  one  eve- 
ning after  a  particularly  hard  day, 
the  patient  whispered  from  behind 
a  barricade  of  pillows:  "Friend  or 
enema?" 

Old  Lady:  Here,  my  poor  unfor- 
tunate, is  a  dollar  for  you.  It  must  be 
simply  awful  to  be  lame,  but  I  think 
it  must  be  worse  to  be  blind. 

Beggar:  You're  right,  lady;  when  I 
was  blind,  people  always  gave  me 
counterfeit  money. 


The  wife  was  always  antagonized 
by  her  husband  going  out  at  night. 
His  departing  words,  which  especially 
angered  her,  were  always,  "Good 
night,  mother  of  three." 

But  one  night,  she  could  stand  it 
no  longer,  and  when  he  took  his  hat 
off,  started  out  the  door,  and  called 
cheerily,  "Good  night,  mother  of 
three,"  she  answered,  quite  as  cheer- 
fully: 

"Good  night,  father  of  one." 

Now  he  stays  home. 

— Medley 

College  grad  (to  prospective  boss): 
Of  course,  you  will  pay  me  what  I'm 
worth? 

Boss:  Yeah — I  might  even  give  you 
a  small  salary  to  start  with. 


It  seems  a  young  man  on  his  way 
to  a  date  had  a  flat  tire.  He  got  the 
flat  off  after  much  trouble  and  then 
went  to  the  rear  of  the  car  to  at- 
tempt the  spare.  He  exhausted  every 
tool  in  his  kit  on  the  thing,  but  still 
it  would  not  come  off.  Finally,  he 
just  stood  there  swearing  at  the  top 
of  his  voice.  Imagine  his  embarrass- 
ment to  find  the  minister  of  his  church 
behind  him  with  a  very  disapproving 
expression  on  his  face. 

'Young  man,  why  don't  you  try 
praying?"  said  the  minister  sternly. 

Being  at  the  end  of  his  rope,  the 
young  man  got  down  on  his  knees  and 
prayed: 

"O,  Lord,  please  loosen  this  tire 
for  me.    Amen." 

As  he  got  up  from  his  kneeling  po- 
sition he  touched  the  tire,  which  fell 
off  into  the  road.  The  minister  stared 
open-mouthed  for  a  moment. 

"Well,  I'll  be  damned,"  said  he. 


— Log 


m 


Itsy  bitsy  pider 

went  up  de  wader  pout 

down  cum  de  wain 

'n'  wash  the  pider  out 

out  cum  de  sun 

and  dwied  up  all  de  wain 

den  itsy  bitsy  pider 

went  up  de  pout  again. 

He:  You'll  have  to  hand  it  to  Venus 
de  MIlo  when  It  comes  to  eating. 
She:  Why? 
He:  How  else  could  she  eat? 

Mother    (entering    room    unexpect- 
edly): Why,  I  never  .  .  . 

Daughter:   Oh,    mother,    you    must 
have! 

—Pell  Mel! 

You  kissed  and  told. 
But  that's  all  right— 
The  man  you  told 
Called  up  last  night. 

— Buccaneer 
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THE  RIGHT  THING  IS  THE  KIND  THING 

By  NEELY  ORME 


H 


E  FINGERED  the  pad  of 
paper  and  chewed  on  his 
pencil,  lis-j-ening  to  the  girl 
read  her  theme.  She  rested  her 
hand  against  her  cheek  and  read  in 
a  high  precise  voice,  smiling  occa- 
sionally at  one  of  her  phrases.  It  was 
very  dull — the  theme — and,  he  sup- 
posed, subtle.  It  was  one  of  those 
things  one  had  to  listen  to  very  care- 
fully to  get  the  point,  because  noth- 
ing happened  in  the  theme,  just  a 
character  being  minutely  delineated, 
and  personally  he  didn't  feel  there 
was  anything  there. 

He  wondered  if  he  would  get  to 
read  his  theme.  At  least  when  he 
wrote  a  theme  something  happened. 
Take  this  last  one  that  he  just  got 
back  with  a  C  on  it;  it  was  about  an 
abortion  and  a  suicide. 

He  sat  forward  In  his  seat  to  see 
how  many  more  pages  the  girl  had  to 
read.  There  seemed  there  were  quite 
a  few,  and  he  thought  disconsolately 
that  he  probably  wouldn't  get  to 
read  his  theme  this  time.  She  was 
reading  something  about  the  Ineluct- 
able modality  of  things  visible  and 
he  thought  it  sounded  exotic  and 
good.  So  he  wrote  the  phrase  down 
on  his  pad  and  after  it  wrote  "inter- 
esting word  combination."  Then 
there  was  something  about  the 
strong  golden  odor  of  the  sun,  and 
he  watched  the  class  bend  hastily 
over  their  pads,  scrawling  indig- 
nantly. Sidelong,  he  looked  at  what 
the  guy  on  his  left  had  written:  The 


*      *■    *y;i  PRESENTING 
%  NIGHTLY 


sun  has  no  perceptible  odor,  it  only 
draws  odor  from  other  things.  So, 
after  drawing  a  line  under  the  in- 
eluctable modality  phrase,  the  boy 
wrote:  The  strong  golden  odor  of 
the  sun,  etc.,  and  the  rest  of  that 
paragraph  creates  a  wonderful  sense 
of  feeling.    He  underlined  feeling. 

While  he  was  looking  out  the  win- 
dow and  wondering  what  the  hell  he 
could  write  about  next  week,  the 
girl  finished  and  after  a  pause  the 
professor   asked,   Comments? 

Nobody  volunteered,  so  the  prof 
called  on  Miss  Wilson.  The  girl  who 
had  been  reading  turned  her  back, 
put  her  paper  away  and  stared  at  her 
fingernails. 

Miss  Wilson  was  talking:  "I  thought 
the  whole  paper  very  good;  the  de- 
tails were  well  chosen,  and  I  liked 
the   objectivity." 

"Do  you  think  the  details  were 
boring,  or  that  there  were  too  many 
of  them?"  asked  the  prof. 

"Oh,  no,"  said  Miss  Wilson. 

"Mr.  Hammond  what  did  you 
think  of  the  paper?" 

"Suh-well,"  said  Mr.  Hammond. 

Everybody  laughed. 

"Mr.  McKinney,  what  were  your 
reactions?" 

"I  thought  it  was  rather  good," 
said  Mr.  McKinney. 

"Do  you   think  the   paper   had   an 
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NASAL  CRUELTY!  Tom's  harsli 
and  heavy  tobacco  was  too  much 
for  Polly.  Home  she  went  and  home 
she  stayed  until  Tom  cleaned  his 
pipe  and  tried  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 


BLISS  FOR  KEEPS!  Tom  and  Polly 
never  squabbled  from  that  day  on. 
And  how  he  enjoys  those  2-ounce 
tins  of  sweet-smelling  hurley! 
Smells  good  to  puffer  o;i(/puffed-at! 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a  recent 
BurveybySelf-IIelpBureausof  25representative 
universities,  studeats  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a  majunlii  of  these  colleges. 


Tune  in   Tommy  Dorsey  and  his  orchestra.  Every 
Wednesday,  8:30  P.  M„  E.  D.  S.  T.,  SBC  Red  Network. 


31 


PURPLE  PARROT 


GRADUATION,  1938 


My  sincerest  appreciation  to  all  and 
everyone  for  the  splendid  coopera- 
tion which  made  my  work  a  real  joy. 

Eugene  L.  Ray 

Official   Photographers  for  N.    V. 

1606  Chicago  Ave.    Uni.  2238 
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artistic  purpose?  And  if  so,  what  was 
it  and  how  well  has  the  author  suc- 
ceeded?" 

"Well,  yes,"  said  Mr.  McKinney. 
"She  wanted  to  reveal  a  character 
and  at  the  same  time  to  show  how 
complicated  things  are." 

"Do  you  think,"  asked  Miss  Carter, 
"that  a  paper  has  to  have  a  pur- 
pose? It  spoils  a  thing  to  be  always 
on  the  alert,  as  it  were,  for  a  pur- 
pose. Can't  an  author  just  experi- 
ment with  things  just  to  see  if  he 
can  do  it?  Sorta  like  a  baseball 
pitcher  trying   out   his   arm?" 

"Miss  Carter,"  said  the  prof, 
"baseball  has  nothing  to  do  with 
higher  criticism." 

Everybody  laughed  again. 

"Mr.  Forest,  what  did  you  think  of 
the  paper?" 

Mr.  Forest  could  always  be  de- 
pended on  to  say  something  nasty, 
so  everybody  shut  up  and   listened. 

"From  a  masculine  point  of  view," 
said  Mr.  Forest,  "It  drips.  I  thought 
the  whole  performance  was  lousy  and 
what's  more  excruciatingly  dull.  Be- 
sides having  nothing  to  say,  she  has 
said  it  very  badly.  The  phrasing  was 
bad,  very  bad  in  spots,  and  need- 
lessly obscure." 

"Any   specific  examples?" 

"Well,  such  as  ineluctable  modal- 
ity of  things  visible;  that  doesn't 
mean  anything.  That  happens  to  be 
one  of  the  ones  I  copied  down,  but 
there  are  others." 

"Yes,"  said  the  prof.,  "I'm  in- 
clined to  agree  with  Mr.  Forest  as 
to  the  question  of  the  phrasing. 
Some  of  it  however,  was  good;  the 
golden  odor  of  the  sun,  and  such 
things — were  bad.  Nevertheless,  the 
paper  on  the  whole  was  rather  suc- 
cessful. She  was  attempting  some- 
thing pretty  difficult,  and  she  man- 
aged to  handle  it  with  artistic  con- 
viction." 

The  boy  hastily  covered  his  note 
pad  with  his  hand,  hoping  the  guys 
next  to  him  hadn't,  as  usual,  read 
what  he  had  written  about  the  in- 
eluctable modality  of  things  visible 
and  the  golden  odor  of  the  sun. 
Surreptitiously      he      crumpled      the 
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sheet  of  paper  into  his  hand  and 
wrote  the  girl's  name  and  his  name 
at  the  top  of  a  clean  sheet.  He 
didn't  know  what  was  the  right  thing 
to  say  about  the  paper  now.  He 
didn't  think  it  was  any  good,  but 
since  he  didn't  know  why  and  every- 
body else  thought  it  was  good,  may- 
be he  was  wrong.  The  grammar  was 
all  right  and  the  idea  was  good,  but 
somehow  the  paper  wasn't  good. 
The  sentences  didn't  seem  to  hang 
together;  they  got  in  each  other's 
way  and  stumbled  around.  But  how 
or  why  he  didn't  know.  He  remem- 
bered that  she  had  written  a  nice, 
complimentary  note  on  the  last  theme 
he  had  read  in  class,  and  it  wasn't 
any  use  to  hurt  her  feelings.  After 
all,  a  comp  class  was  a  comp  class, 
and  you  had  to  have  a  different  stan- 
dard for  judging  there  than  you  had 
when  the  author  was  paid  for  his 
stuff.  He  wondered  what  she  had 
made  on  it;  probably  an  A. 

The  professor  asked  them  to  pass 


up  their  comments,  and  the  boy 
still  had  a  blank  piece  of  paper.  He 
hurriedly  tried  to  think  of  something 
succinct  to  say,  and  he  thought,  but 
nothing  was  formulated  from  the 
whirl  of  his  thoughts.  In  large,  black 
letters  he  printed  the  word  good  on 
the  paper;  he  underscored  the  word 
twice  and  put  four  exclamation 
marks  after  it. 

Beneath  the  sod  rests  Mannie 
They  put  him  there  today. 
He  lived  the  life  of  Riley 
While  Riley  was  away. 

— Log 


English  prof:  Did  you  write  this 
poem  yourself? 

Frosh:  Yes,  every  line  of  it. 

English  prof:  Then  I'm  glad  to  meet 
you.  Lord  Tennyson,  I  thought  you 
were  dead  long  ago. 


Teacher:  "Willie,  give  a  definition 
of  home." 

Willie:  "Home  is  where  part  of  the 
family  waits  until  the  others  get 
through  with  the  car." 

What  kind  of  work  is  your  sister's 
boy-friend  engaged  in,  Willie? 

I  think  he  prints  free  theater  tickets. 

Whatever  gave  you  such  an  idea? 

Well,  I  heard  Sis  say  he  was  always 
making  passes. 

I  had  sworn  to  be  a  bachelor. 
She  had  sworn  to  be  a  bride, 
But  I  guess  you  know  the  answer — 
(She  had  nature  on  her  side). 

Can  your  girl  keep  a  secret? 
You    said    it.    We    were    engaged 
three  weeks  before  she  told  me. 
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P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed") 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 
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THE  PANORAMA  OF  OUR  CHICAGO  CAMPUS 

By  WARREN  VAN  DER  ROOT 


WHEN  Northwestern  Univer- 
sity's Evanston  students  are 
closing  their  books  in  the 
day's  final  class,  relaxing,  recuperat- 
ing, preparing  thenaselves  mentally 
and  physically  for  the  everlasting 
tomorrow,  more  than  ten  thousand 
other  Northwestern  students  are  just 
finishing  a  day's  work  in  offices,  fac- 
tories, banks,  stores — in  the  loop, 
neighborhood  districts,  outlying  sub- 
urbs— but,  they  cannot  relax.  They 
must  hurry  to  a  school  which  will  soon 
begin. 

Winter's  bleak  days,  overcast  skies, 
and  slush-filled  streets  find  these  men 
and  women,  from  all  walks  of  life, 
hurrying  from  working  habitats  to 
packed  street  -  cars,  stuffed  busses; 
crowding,  pushing,  shoving,  trying  to, 
and  fighting  to,  arrive  at  school. 
Somewhere  along  the  way,  the  work- 
a-day  evening  school  student  spends 
a  few  minutes  of  that  precious  ele- 
ment, time,  to  grab  a  hurried  snatch 
of  what  may  sometimes  be  called  din- 
ner. An  hour  is  not  much  time  in 
which  to  travel  to  school,  dine,  wash, 
and  study;  yet  the  better  part  of 
these  thousands  of  students,  do  just 
that  each  class  night. 

When  most  people  are  sitting  down 
to  a  hot  dinner  in  the  quiet  confines 
of  their  home,  these  same  thousands 
also  sit-down,  in  table-armed,  cafe- 
teria styled  class  room  seats  to  pre- 
tend two  hours  of  intent,  alert,  lec- 
ture-reception, striving  to  assimilate 
enough  bits  of  knowledge  and  infor- 
mation to  carry  them  not  only  through 
an  exam,  but  also  to  ease  them  over 
some  rough  spot  which  might  be  en- 
countered in  their  business  con- 
nections. 

Perhaps  the  outstanding  and  most 
interesting  difference  between  the 
day  and  evening  school  student  body, 
is  the  people.  It  is  as  though  a  sur- 
geon had  operated  on  Mother 
Nature,  cleaving  off  a  slice  of 
humanity,      being      multiple      cross- 


sections  which,  layer  upon  layer, 
make-up  humanity.  There  are  all 
ages,  religions,  races,  and  creeds, 
but  the  variance  does  not  stop  there. 
Almost  every  occupation  is  repre- 
sented. The  difference  in  dress  is  as 
night  is  to  day.  Each  individual  has 
his  own  class  in  life,  his  own  strata 
of  society.  Some  have  already  at- 
tained great  success  in  their  par- 
ticular vocation  and  are  attending 
school  merely  to  polish  off  some  of 
the  rough,  neglected  spots  in  their 
book  of  knowledge.  Others  have  yet 
to  reach  the  pinnacle  of  attainment 
and  are  studying  to  enable  and  sim- 
plify the  climb.  Then  there  is  the 
younger  group,  inexperienced,  utterly 
"green,"  and  in  dire  need  of  further 
education.  An  unbelievably  com- 
plex jumble  of  humans  such  as  this 
is,  includes  everyone  from  the  hurly- 
burly,  the  rabble,  through  the  Bour- 
geosie  to  the  Aristocracy.  In  one 
seat  may  be  fruit  vendor,  next  to 
him  a  bank  executive.  One  student 
may  be  smartly,  colorfully  dressed 
like  a  page  in  "Esquire,"  another  may 
be  as  drab  and  slovenly  as  a  rained- 
on  newspaper.  Northwestern's  Chi- 
cago Campus  is  a  panorama,  a 
"Newsreel  Short"  of  Life. — Yes,  with 
a  capital  L. 

Evening  school  classes  are  marked- 
ly different  from  day  classes  In  many 
respects.  The  students  are  older, 
The  majority  of  them  are  therefore 
self-supporting,  and  the  fact  that  they 
do  work  to  pay  for  their  education, 
naturally  tends  to  make  them  more 
serious,  less  frivolous,  in  school  at 
least.  Few  have  that  Devil-May-Care 
attitude  which  some  times  abounds 
in  day  school.  Along  with  the  mis- 
fortune of  having  time  at  a  premium, 
is  the  unpleasant  fact  that  because 
of  the  fewer  class  meetings  at  night, 
homework  must  necessarily  be  in- 
creased. Attending  these  evening 
classes  often  works  a  hardship  as 
evidenced  by  the  fact  that  many  stu- 


dents are  noticed  to  have  dozed  off 
after  a  long  struggle  to  keep  those 
weary,  blinking  eyes  open.  Some  stu- 
dents work  for  diplomas  and  degrees, 
and  when  a  student  is  faced  with  five 
or  six  years  of  nightwork  before  such 
recognition  can  be  received,  it  does 
take  large  quantities  of  perseverance 
and  stick-to-it-Iveness. 

The  Chicago  Campus,  of  course, 
cannot  compare  with  day  school  in 
activities,  however,  it  does  have  its 
sororities  and  fraternities,  along  with 
many  clubs,  groups  and  various  all- 
campus  organizations.  Perhaps  one  of 
the  most  Important  of  its  activities 
is  found  in  the  keenly  -  contested 
intra-mural  games  which  include 
nearly  all  sports.  Extra  curriculum 
enterprises  also  involve  publications 
such  as:  "The  Commerce  Magazine," 
"The  Outlook,"  "The  Dally  North- 
western,"   and    the    "Purple    Parrot." 

Students  of  the  Chicago  Campus 
are  admittedly  different  in  certain 
respects  than  Evanstonians,  but  Chi- 
cago Campus,  as  one  of  the  largest 
evening  schools  in  the  country,  is  an 
inseparable,  integral  part  of  North- 
western. Its  people  have  the  same 
spirit  and  respect  for  the  University. 
They,  too,  are  acquiring  an  educa- 
tion, and,  like  their  Evanston  breth- 
ren, they  have  a  pride  in,  and  are 
proud    of.    Northwestern    University. 

Irate  father:  (at  three  a.m.)  Young 
man,  what  do  you  mean  bringing  my 
daughter  in  at  this  hour? 

Joe  College:  I  have  a  class  at  eight. 

Little  Miss  Muffet  decided  to  rough 

if, 
In  a  cabin  quite  old  and  medieval. 
A  rounder  espied  her  and  plied  her 

with  cider 
And  now  she's  the  forest's  prime  evil. 

He:  Pardon  me,  Miss,  but  has  your 
dress  slipped  off,  or  am  I  seeing 
things? 

She:  Both. 


34 


PURPLE  PARROT 


GRADUATION,  1938 


SEEING  EYE 

[Confinued  from   page   6) 

could  see  the  hero  worship  in  his, 
we  thought,  slightly  blood-shot  eyes. 
He  looked  a  little  wild.  It  was  evi- 
dent that  he  wanted  to  say  some- 
thing,  but  timidity  overcame  him. 

So  he  just  stood  there. 

Sometime  before  mid-night,  the 
socialist  -  isolationist  -  whatnotist,  be- 
ginning to  stagger  under  the  silly 
blows  of  his  questioners,  muttered 
something  and  made  his  escape.  As 
he  forced  his  way  through  the  still 
clinging  group,  the  admiring  boy 
with  the  blood-shot  eyes,  in  a  blind- 
ing moment  of  confidence,  threw  in- 
hibitions to  the  winds  and  called 
after  him,  "GOOD  NIGHT,  MR. 
DOUGLAS!" 

Faux  Pas! — 

The  people  who  sit  at  the  copy 
desk  of  the  Daily  Northwestern  are 
a  gloomy  lot.  They  read  all  copy 
that  comes  in  from  the  somewhat  ir- 
responsible reporters.  They  slash  out 
the  errors  and  send  the  limp  remains 
to  be  embalmed  in  lead  by  the  print- 
er. 

Sometimes  the  degree  of  skill  at- 
tained by  these  fault  finders  is  quite 
impressive.  We  shall  never  forget 
the  chap  who  explained  to  us  how 
whenever  he  hit  a  faux  pas  it  seemed 
to  jump  right  out  at  him.  "Why,"  he 
said,  "whenever  I  see  something 
wrong,  it  seems  to  say  to  me," — he 
drew  himself  up  dramatically  to  full 
stature—"  'HERE  !  STAND,  A  MIS- 
TAKE!' " 

We  left  him  still  standing. 

The  heights  to  which  the  Daily 
might  rise  if  all  copy  readers  were 
murdered  in  their  beds  (or  wherever 
they  spend  the  night)  gives  us  pause 
no  end.  Imagine,  had  it  remained 
uncensored,  the  effect  that  the  story 
on  the  Deering  Meadow  Peace  con- 
vocation would  have  had  which  read, 
"We  don't  want  to  die!  We  want  to 
live  and  get  the  most  out  of  our 
friends  and  wives  and  sweethearts." 

Now,  that's  just  what  we've  always 
said,  and  the  fact  that  it  probably 
wasn't  what  the  fellow  meant  at  all 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE 
SAVERS  FOR 

THE  BEST 
WISECRACK! 

• 

What  is  the  best 
iolte  that  you 
heard  on  the 
campus  this 
week  ?  For  the 
best  line  submit- 
ted each  month, 
there  will  be  a 
free  award  of 
an  a  1 1  r  a  c  five 
cellophane- 
wrapped  assort- 
ment of  all  the 
Life  Saver  Flav- 
ors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the 
editors  of  this 
publication. 


Girls  would  Tun  from  Bill's  embrace; 

His  brea  th  was  more  than  they  could  face. 
But  since  LIFE  SAVERS  keep  it  sweet. 

He  has  girls  Hocking  to  his  feet. 


CRYST-0-M\NTi 


MORAL 


Everybody's  breath  is  apt  to  offend, 
now  and  then.  Let  Cryst-O-Mint 
Life  Savers  sweeten  yours  after  eat- 
ing, drinking  or  smoking. 


seems  to  us  a  pretty  poor  excuse  for 
cutting  such  a  frank  sentiment. 

Our  choice  for  honorable  mention 
among  distinguished  boners  that 
have  crossed  the  copy  desk  goes  to 
the  concert  story  which  proclaimed 
that  Whosit  was  well  known  for  his 
numerous  public  recital  perform- 
ances. But  what  might  have  caused 
Whosit  no  end  of  embarrassment 
was  that  the  hasty  writer  left  the 
"i"  out  of  recital! 

As  we  said  before,  the  trouble 
with  the  Daily  is  too  many  copy 
readers. 

"I'm  sorry,"  said  the  girl  at  the 
ticket  booth,  "but  that  two-dolla  bill 
is  counterfeit." 

"My  God!"  the  woman  uttered, 
"I've  been  seduced!" 

— Jester 


Rastus:  Say,  Sambo,  what  time  in 
yoah  life  does  yo'  think  yo'  wuz 
scared  de  worstes? 

Sambo:  Once  when  ah  wuz  caliin' 
on  a  married  gal  and  her  husband 
come  in  and  caught  me.  Boy,  wuz  ah 
scared! 

Rastus:  How  are  yo'  shuah  dat  wuz 
de  worstes  time? 

Sambo:  Cause  her  husband  turned 
to  dat  wife  ob  his  an'  he  says: 
"Mandy,  whut's  dis  white  man  don' 
heah?" 


"I'm  tired  of  this  routine  existence," 
exclaimed  the  fraternity  brother  to 
his  roommate.  "Let's  do  something 
extraordinary,  startling,  magnificent; 
something  that  will  make  our  brains 
whirl,  our  pulses  throb,  and  our  hearts 
leap." 

"Oke,"  replied  the  roommate.  And 
so  they  studied. 
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No  Go 

I  like 

ancient  brandy,    highways,    furs,    pic- 
ture postcards,  you. 
I  hate 

chocolate      candy,      dinner     graces, 
purs,  to-the-host  cards,  navy  blue. 
You  like 

money,    licorice,    power,    tears,    fuzzy 
sweater,  sweetened  tea. 
You  hate 

organ  grinders,    uncles,    beers,   cigar- 
ettes, black  magic,  me. 

Marge  Wilding 

"Bull  Fest" 

One  girl  said  she  had  buried  her 
dreams  and  ideals  under  the  snow, 
and  maybe  they  would  come  up 
with  the  violets  in  spring. 

One  girl  said  she  would  never  give 
up  her  ideals  no  matter  what  ex- 
perience  might  do  to   her. 

One  girl  said  ideals  were  for  weak, 
romantic  people  who  could  not 
face  life's  issue. 

They  all  went  home  to  bed. 

Liquid  Rhymes 

By  MARGE  WILDING 
Whiskey  makes  me  frisky. 
Rye  highballs  go  to  my  eyeballs. 
Beer  makes  me  a  peer. 
Gin  won't  stay  in. 
Brandy  makes  men  handy. 
Rum  affects  the  tum. 
Sauterne  makes  me  yearn. 
Too  much  Scotch  and  alTs  a  blotch. 
One   Alexander   and    I    philander. 
Someday  ale  will  land  me  in  jail. 
Enough    champagne    to    sink    the 

Maine. 
An   Orange    Blossom    can    sure    play 

possum. 
Too   much  Jack  Rose  and   I   step  on 

toes. 
A    drink    with    a    chaser    makes    any 

man  baser. 

Dean  to  Freshie:  Do  you  know  who 
I  am,  young  man? 

It:  No,  I  don't,  but  if  you  can  re- 
member your  address,  I'll  take  you 
home. 


A  satisfying  kiss  should  appeal  to 
all  the  senses  except  that  of  hearing 
(the  audible  smack  is  definitely 
passe).  The  eyes  play  their  part  in 
anticipation,  and  should  be  closed 
as  the  approaching  face  blurs  out  of 
focus,  so  that  the  kisser's  attention 
can  concentrate  on  the  delicate  sen- 
sation of  the  lips.  The  nose,  which  is 
placed  slightly  on  the  bias  so  as  to 
avoid  collision,  should  note  only  the 
gentler  fragrance  of  lipstick.  Noth- 
ing can  mar  the  perfection  of  a  kiss 
more    quickly  than   a    breath   reeking 


with  alcohol,  onions  or  garlic.  That 
is  why  fastidious  kissers  always  use — 
CHASERS.    (Ed.    note— unpaid    ad.) 

Father:  Say,  it's  two  o'clock.  Do 
you  think  you  can  stay  all  night? 

Suiter:  I'll  have  to  telephone  home 
first? 

—Pell  Mell 

Mother:  Junior,  say  "ah"  so  the 
doctor  can  get  his  finger  out  of  your 
mouth. 


/ 


If  I  had  another  arm  I'd  answer  the  phone 
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Shirts  and  Slacks  Combina- 
tion— Colorful  shirts  and 
slacks  of  desert  cloth  that  have 
blown  north  for  the  summer. 
$4.95. 

Raglan  Shoulder  Oxford 
Sport  Shirts — The  comfort 
that  has  always  attended  rag- 
Ian  shoulder  coats  is  equally 
effective  in  this  new  shirt. 

$2.50. 

Ribbon  Bow  Ties — Check 
page  159  of  the  current  Es- 
quire. These  are  of  silk  in 
smart,  clear  cut  regimental 
stripings.    $1. 

Rawhide  Belts- — These  are  in 
straw  color  and  a  new  narrow 
width — a  new  idea  that  you're 
going  to  see  a  lot  of.    $1.50. 

Woven    Leather    Shoe — 

You'll  find  its  origin  in  the 
Mexican  huarache  from  which 
it  takes  its  comfort  and  easy 
going  style.   $6.75  pr. 

Short   Leg-Short   Sleeve   P. 

Js — For  the  lightest,  coolest 
sleeping,  "wisp  o'  weight"  short 
leg,  short  sleeve  p.  js.  of  Mari- 
zon  silk.    $2.15. 

Tropical  Worsted  Slacks — 

The  patterns  and  colors  of  far 
heavier  worsteds  in  a  cool 
tropic  weight  fabric  that  holds 
its  crease.    $8.50. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 

Sport  Clothes  and  Suits,  Second  Floor.   Accessories,  First  Floor 


WHEN  BILL  GRAHAM  saw  Joe  DiMaggio  pull  out  his  Camels, 
he  thought  it  was  a  good  time  to  get  Joe's  opinion  on 
smoking.  Joe  came  straight  to  the  point:  "There's  a  big 
difference  between  Camels  and  the  others."  Like  Joe 
DiMaggio,  you,  too,  will  find  in  Camels  a  matchless  blend 
of  finer,  more  expensive  tobaccos — Turkish  and  Domestic. 


OROTlo 


JOE  LIKES  to  go  down  to  the 
wharf,  where  he  used  to  work 
helping  his  father,  and  keep  his 
hand  in  on  mending  nets.DiMag- 
gio  is  husky— stands  6  feet  tall 
—weighs  around  185  pounds. 
His  nerves  are  h-e-a-1-t-h-y! 


DURING  THE  WINTER,  Joe's 
pretty  busy  at  his  restaurant. 
When  he's  tired  he  says: 
"I  get  a  lift  with  a  Camel. 
That's  another  way  I  can  spot 
a  difference  between  Camels 
and  other  cigarettes." 


JOE  OFTEN  dons  the  chefs 
hat  himself.  He  has  a  double 
reason  to  be  interested  in 
good  digestion  —  as  a  chef 
and  as  a  ball  player.  On  this 
score  he  says:  'T  smoke  Cam- 
els  "for   digestion's   sake.'" 


Aiikik 


"We  know 
tobacco  because 
we  grow  it..." 


"When  Camel 

says    'costlier 

tobaccos'   I 

know    it's 

right,"    says 

Mr.     Edward 

Estes,  capable  young  planter, 

who  knows  tobacco  from  the 

ground   up.    "Take   my   last 

crop,     for    instance.     Camel 

bought   all   the    best   parts — 

paid  me  the  most  I've  ever 

gotten.    The   men   who   grow 

tobacco  know  what  to  smoke 

— Camels  V\ 

"Last  year  I 
had  the  dan- 
diest crop  ever," 
says  Mr.  Roy 
Jones,  another 
e  xp  e  rienced 
planter  who 
prefers  Camels.  "The  Camel 
people  paid  more  to  get  my 
choice  lots.  I  smoke  Camels 
because  I  know  they  use  finer, 
costlier  tobaccos  in  'em.  It's 
not  surprising  that  Camel's 
the  leading  cigarette  with  us 
planters.". 
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Mr.  Harold 
Craig,  too,  is 
a  successful 
grower  w-ho 
gives  the 
l)lanter's  slant 
on  the  subject  of  the  quality 
of  leaf  tobacco  used  for  Cam- 
els. "I'm  the  fellow  who  gets 
the  check — so  I  know  that 
Camels  use  more  expensive 
tobaccos.  Camel  got  the  best 
of  my  last  crop.  That  holds 
true  with  most  planters  I 
know,  too.  You  bet  I  smoke 
Camels.  I  know  that  those 
costlier  tobaccos  in  Camels  do 
make  a  difference. 'i 


Last  year,  Mr. 
WalterDevine's 
tobacco  brought 
the  highest  price 
in  his  market. 
"Camel  paid  top 
prices  for  my  best  lots,"  he 
says.  "And  I  noticed  at  the 
auction  oilier  planters  got  top 
prices  from  the  Camel  buyers 
too  when  their  tobacco  was 
extra-choice  grade.  Being  in 
the  tobacco  growing  business, 
I'm  partial  to  Camels.  Most 
of  the  other  big  growers  here 
feel  the  same  way.". 

"We  smoke 
Camels  because 
we  know  tobacco" 

TOBACCO 
PLANTERS   SAY 
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